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"LITTLE STORIES WITH BIG MORALS" 
First Little Story 


Once upon » time s tier man exchange 
student (nun old HeidclUr* one to sn 
American university, lie lived in the 
men's dormitory of the itreat American 
university lie was a fine, decent vomi* 
man and all tlie oilier young tnen in the 
dormitory of tic treat American uni¬ 
versity tried very hard to make friends 
• itli him. but, unfortunately. lie a as so 
»hy that lie refused all their invitation* 
to join their hull eeaainne After a while 
lus donnitory mates ft tired of asking 
him and so the poor t •erman exchange 
student, alas, spent every rveninit alone 
in hie room 

fine mght while sitting all alone m his 
room, he smelled the most defiernu* anena 
rnnring from the hsim next done. Con¬ 
quering his afcytMw, he walked to the 
mom next door and there he saw a taineh 
of hi* dormitory mates sitting around and 
discussing literature, art, culture, and likr 
Chat. They were all smoking Marit-ofu 
cigarette*. which accounts for the deli¬ 
cious aroma smelled by the German ex¬ 
change student. x 

Timidly, he enu 
"Excuse n 


room 

•aid, "but what is that 
marvelous smell 1 s 


brave named Walter T. M u»krat who had 
a squaw named Margaret f iiggling Water. 
Margaret was son of a nee I nit site sure 
could make leaded moccasins Every 
day she whipped up a Imnd-new pair id 
leaded moments for Waller, which arcs 
XI gorgeous that all tlwr Indian maids on 
the reservation grew giddy with admira¬ 
tion. 

Well, sir, Margaret got pretty tense 
slant all the girts making eves at Walter 
and one (right they had a terrible quarrel. 
Walter flew into a rage and slapprd he* 
no tie wrwt. whereupon site started cry¬ 
ing like all get-out and went home to her 
mother and never earn* Wk 

•Good riddancesaid Walter, hut aba. 
he soon found out how wrung he was. for 
the Indian man U were not rmllt in- 
ten-sted in him, only in his moeeatins, 
and when hr stopped showing up aith a 
new pnir every day tlwy quickly gate him 
(lie yo-heave-ho. Today he is a lifuken 
man, silting all alone in his leper and 
muttering ancient Ctr curses. 


med Fun-lu 





srhowt 

Ned, Happy lUrrv, Jolly 
Jin. and Tol able Ihitid 
go the German exchange 
student took a Marihnrti 
and enjoyed those letter 
Bukin's. tliat finrrfil ter, that 
smooth, hearty flavor, and mshi he Was 
comfortable and easy and lost his shynesa 
Front tliat night forward, whenever he 
smelled the good smell of Marilrarn nga 
rettes, be always went next door and 
joined the Imll sessri.ii 
MORAL: WHERE THERE'S SMOKE. 

THERE'S MEYER 
Second Little Story 
Once upon a trine tlere Was an Indian 


The makers ol Marlboro would like to point a moral fi 
Nothing s*n/«swd. nothing goinod. Trg • park of Vorlhu 
or Marlboro's urn In ngwrrtftw— Philip Morris and 4 lp>m 


Third Little Story 

here was a Isa which was 


nude a ssajnd was when it h 


Source: https://www.industrydocuments.ucsf.ec 2&6i1Ui333d6 






















